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Chapter 1: The Morning After
Chapter Text
Were Andrew a better man, his only reaction to the vision would have been the same as his fictional (and certainly not “future” as the demon’s power suggested) self had proclaimed it to be: mortifying, and nothing more.

His accursed body betrayed him on that front.

Although he wasn’t immediately in the frame of mind to realize that it was betraying him to anyone but himself, Andrew’s mind was racing much faster than usual. His rapid mental processes (which usually only operated at maximum speed in order to bail him and Ashley out of miserable situations of her design) were far more focused on what he’d just experienced.

That’s my future?

Andrew wanted to throw himself off a cliff for even thinking it, and the thought was buried with every other treacherous one that he’d harbored over the years. He was... well he’d certainly shattered his chances at a normal life by now; his stomach quite literally had parent soup within it. But this? He couldn’t feel this way. It was just so... wrong!

The unending list of other things that were certainly worse just seemed insignificant.

Sure, it was all bad, and he’d rot in hell until the end of the universe for everything he’d done in his life, but for some reason, the thought that he wanted to do that to Ashley was just causing so many problems within him. It was this sort of final precipice that he just couldn’t step off. Consequences from the law, and from society he could run from, but what the thoughts of what Ashley herself would -

Right, Ashley! Fuck, she could have seen it too if the vision was connected like their hands implied. All it took was that thought for him to check on her, and a short glance a pair of pink eyes were awaiting him, filled with what he could only assume to be pure judgement.

“O-oh shit!! You’re awake!!”

He’d noticed her far too late; caught in his own head for an embarrassingly long time. He sure hadn’t done well enough to hide his face from her, which filled him with more fear than he’d ever had within that damn apartment.

“Well hello to you too”

Fuck.

“Uhh, yeah.... Good morning... or evening, I guess. Whatever.....”

He’d definitely given too much away.

“Right. So hey, did you get a vision?”

Damn, she was looking away from him and sweating? Andrew’s fears were rapidly grabbing him by the throat now. He could certainly try to play it off, but it seemed like a wasted effort now.

“.........P-probably not”

Couldn’t even get that out cleanly. Smooth.

“Really?”

Like a switch had flipped, Ashley’s face morphed into a far more familiar form of the teasing little sister that he could definitely see himself following through on that vi-

Fuck.

“Do you see dreams like that a lot then?”

Mayhaps.

“I DON’T!!!”

And there went his plausible deniability.

“BhwaHhaH!! So you did see it!”

“. .. . …. . . . .. . .”

Not much to say now, was there?

“Quite the vision, huh? Big brother?”

Yes. But it was a cold day in hell he’d let her or especially himself ever think that.

“That was not a vision!!”

The bullshit flowed with practiced ease.

“The demon is messing with us!”

Uh-huh.

“Y-yeah! That’s it.... That’s just it.”

While his true feelings and thoughts did everything they could to drown themselves deep within his own self, his rational (though deluded) mind began to fill in the blanks where the truth once lay.

“It’s because we tried to be cheap and get two visions for the price of one”

That was actually... moderately believable, yes! Still utter bullshit, but it was rational, and his mind could accept something like that, so Andew was finally able to shake away the sweat drops that had accumulated, and he nodded resolutely.

“So it gave us a fake vision instead! That’s the only explanation that makes sense.”

Where before he’d been unable to place the previous look on Ashley’s face as she’d looked down and away from him, this one was much easier to place.

Disbelief, and was that... anger? Or just frustration? Why couldn’t he read her right now?

“Oh please....”

“I mean it is your trinket. Clearly you were right, and I wasn’t supposed to use it.”

Maybe if he played into appeasing her by suggesting she had been right, and he wasn’t...?

“Sure, sure. Keep selling it, I’m totally buying.”

Nope.

“Screw you!”

Really, he should have seen it coming.

“Yeah, you just might.”

This insufferable bitch. Maybe he really should just throw her against the wall and-

“Fuck off! Do you honestly think that!?!?”

Despite everything he usually fought off in terms of his hellish, unacceptable thoughts, she always made it so much harder for him. She certainly acted something akin to “flirtatious” in his opinion, but this was the one thing he could never take a chance on being hopeful about. The fact that “hopeful” was something he could feel about this topic was repulsive to him, but whether that repulsion was for moral reasons or for fear of hurting Ashley was up in the air.

After what he’d just done to his parents, it seemed like the latter was the only true holdup left, but Andrew still fancied himself the more morally just and sane of the two, so the thought returned to the darkest pits of hell, right where it belonged.

“HahHahahhHa! I don’t know, you tell me.”

To attempt to gather himself before making another pass at it, Andrew buried his face in his hand.

“...............Listen here, you...”

“Fucking spare me, I don’t wanna hear it. You just helped me desecrate our parents' corpses, yet getting laid is what you’re freaking out about??”

So much for gathering himself.

She just didn’t get it! This was the worst part of himself and it was just shoved in her face! She likely hadn’t connected all the dots nor psycho-analyzed what any of this could mean; that was usually his job after all. He really couldn’t articulate any of that though.

“No one got laid!!”

“And you keep telling me I’m messed up... what a joke.”

That stung more than anything else. She didn’t even realize how much that hurt to hear. He hadn’t really considered what she’d ever think of him for how he felt, and THAT was the reaction he knew was going to come. He didn’t even know how she felt in her entirety, but those words meant to him that she knew what he wanted and had judged him to be even more fucked up than her.

He happened to agree, but that didn’t ease the anguish within him as he crouched down and grabbed at his head.

Desperately, he asked a question which served as his lifeline: “...........We’re not like that, are we?”

Please say no, please say no, please say no.

Despite his mind begging for that answer, the feelings and thoughts buried in the pit of his increasingly tar-covered soul craved a different answer.

Ashley, as unhelpful as ever, decided to give literally no opinion.

“I don’t know.”

Great, thanks, what a big help.

“You just come off that way sometimes...”

Oh great job, blame your disgusting feelings on her Andrew.

As if to echo his mind, Ashley seemed genuinely lost.

“Huh??? How so??”

“A tad jealous.”

Hello pot, I’d like to introduce you to the kettle.

“Oh dear. What’s that? Wishful thinking?”

Not really, just a great distraction from himself.

“Tell that to my ex...”

See? He had valid points.

“Let’s not pretend you don’t have a bit of a jealous streak yourself.”

Oh hey look, the kettle noticed something too! Why don’t you just pretend to be purple or something for a second?

“Now that’s wishful thinking.”

“Fat chance. Get over yourself.”

Didn’t get very far with that at all.

“............... Sigh.”

He was quite screwed. Ashley had him in a corner and now there really wasn’t much that he could do about it.

Well if you still think you can get out of this you can throw it all at her...

“I don’t think I need to ask you this, but let me anyway...”

No real going back now.

“It’s never going to come to that, right? You and me.”

He got the words out, and while it should have been relieving to thrust the initiative onto her, he couldn’t quite explain the fact that he was more nervous than ever. It totally wasn’t that his greatest desires could easily be snuffed out forever by the person whom they were directed towards.

Certainly not.

That said, he’d always been one to fear the worst, and a situation like this had run through his head a million times before. It almost felt too fast, too sudden, but this was how it was, and his desires, twisted as they were, could finally be laid to rest. All she had to say was-

“Never say never, Andrew my dear!”

Not that.

Anything but that.

“Oh my fucking god!”

She’d damned him. There was no other way to put it. His rotten desires were cursed to fester even further now, rather than curl up and die once and for all. Instead, now they were going to scream at him even more incessantly. After all, she’d gone and - while not outright encouraging, or even accepting them - she’d told him in no uncertain terms that they ought to at least be considered.

“HAHAHAHAH!!!”

And as ever, she laughed off an earth-shattering moment with the same consideration that she’d have for a spilled glass of milk.

“It’s not funny! Don’t joke about this!!”

Please.

“Why? Am I getting your hopes up??”

To his shame and disgust, yes.

“Or maybe something else? HaHAHahah!!!”

No, that had been up ever since the vision, though that wasn’t something he’d share. Probably a great time to up and leave before she got a good look at that.

“Say, did that vision get you--”

Was he a mind reader, or was she?

“I’m out of here!!”

Ashley’s voice was equal parts confused and disappointed behind him, as she muttered, “Why is this such a massive issue to you?? We’ve done way worse things together...”

She was right of course, but this wasn’t about that.

“I honestly figured it would happen eventually...”

A quick glance back showed her looking down, sweat dropping as she did. Andrew had no clue what to make of that. The hopeful – and thus, incorrect, wrong, and monstrous – part of him considered that she was okay with it and figured he was not. The rational part of him saw that posture and saw it as reluctant acceptance, like she’d known about his filthy thoughts and thought she’d have to indulge them to keep him around.

The truth was, he really didn’t know what the correct deduction was, but as per usual he assumed that his head was correct, and that sent him spiraling even further into despair.

“Why, why, why, why, why are you like this?? Why would you say this?? Why would you think this??”

Andrew was just spouting thoughts at this point, unable to grasp a conclusion as to how to feel.

“I--? Wow.... What a landmine, huh?”

“...........Well...... Yeah?”

Ashley looked really distraught, but Andrew still didn’t have a great idea as to what exactly her thoughts and feelings encompassed.

“Aaaaah, forget this! Forget this whole thing!”

He needed to get out of the conversation and think about what possible course of action he could take to resolve this, but for right now he simply didn’t have an idea.

“Fine. But that was clearly a vision, so it’ll probably come up sooner or later.”

Oh hell. She really figured it was going to come to it.

“Well in your last vision a guy slit our throats, yet here we are, so let’s just leave it at that.”

Despite his words, she was dead right. The thought of the vision coming to pass stirred things deep within him that by all rights shouldn’t even exist, but he knew that they did. And the implications... well he’d certainly think about it, that was certain.

“Alright then, if you say so...”

Oh, thank the Christ that would never accept them; he’d managed to get her to drop it.

“A-anyway....”

Back to business, as it was.

“Let’s go throw mom and dad into the ocean, yeah?”

It was a testament to both how nasty his soul had become as well as just how vivid the vision had been that even those words couldn’t shrink the bulge in his pants.

It was probably for the best if Ashley walked behind him for a bit.



